26               AFTER    THESE     MANY     QUESTS
Young aspirants to journalism frequently ask me ho\> start in the profession. The truth is that there is no re road, and despite all attempts of the National Unior Journalists to declare it a "closed shop," it can be ente at all ages and by many ways. My own route will explained as this narrative proceeds. What is not so e to explain is how the journalistic bug entered my bk Clearly, I had acquired writing ambitions at the age of ni when, in 1911, brother Stanley and I founded a fan magazine which was destined to become a combined ope tion involving both the Gander and Lansbury families well as the Lansburys' circle of Socialist friends. Its titL The L and S—made it sound more like a railway line tl a magazine. I suppose the L came first out of deference my juniority. There was, at first, only one copy, hai written, and this was passed round free of charge. Late] was typed by Daisy Lansbury.
I perceive, looking at the earliest copy still preserved, tl I have written my autobiography once before. It was cal "My History" and here is an extract:
"For some time I flutted about and then returned my nest. Imagine my surprise when I beheld it occuppi by a huge unwieldy thing that let out a awful sound, first I was terrified but gathered my courage a approached it. I asked it politely to get out. It made clash at me but I got out of the way. . . . For a she time it watched me panting while I cowered in the shell of a lilac bush much frightened. ... I was fustrated. was in an awkward position and did not know how to Q out of it. Now I sec how stupid I was not to flutter < at once. ..."
I now sec quite clearly that if I had jlutted off at once should have ended up quite happily and swiftly on the opl mistie note of Lord Waterlogged's " Bob's yer flippin' uncle
"My History" only la.st.cd for three instalments, as I gre extremely bored with the helpless, fluffy little fledgling tin was quite incapable: of dealing with any dramatic situatk in a creditable way.